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his power, grudge and ambition withered at the friendship and
welcome which beamed through his sick brother's face. "So
you hare come," said Gustav. "I was just .making out a
rescript appointing you Regent. As I've been telling Mauritz
here, it may be nothing serious, but the doctors tell me I Ve got
to be tied up for weeks, perhaps for months. You and Mauritz
and Evert Taube must look after things till I get better." His
eyes closed a moment, as though he were trying to recover
strength. "I shall sit up a little now," he said. "We must get
the business done. And the pain's worse when I stay long in
one position."

The attendants helped him to his chair. The business was
tedious, but he showed no sign of flagging. Only when the
question of his murderers was discussed did his strength seem to
desert him. "I can't believe it was Anckerstrom," he said.
"... That wonderful face! I signed a pardon for him, you
know, only a year or so back. Are his accomplices known?"

"No, Your Majesty," said the secretary. "Herr Liljensparre
suspects a great number of other men, but he has no definite
evidence."

"So much the better," said the King. "I don't want to
know their names. I will not be told who else was in the
plot."

"They'll be punished without Your Majesty knowing," said
Duke Carl. "The first business of the Regency will be to track
them down and put them to death."

"No, no!" answered the King. "I'll have no one put to
death! If it was Anckarstrom that actually tried to murder
me, I suppose he must suffer. But none of the others! Is that
clear?" Again he closed his eyes: a spasm of pain seemed to
rack him for a moment, and there was silence in the room save
for the King's heavy breathing, the cheerful ticking of hie little ,
clock. "Not even their names," he said at last. "I'd rather not
hear." Then suddenly he opened his eyes, and there was a
faint reflection of mischief in their depths. "But I'd like to
t know," he said quietly, "what their plans were, what they
thought they were going to do with Sweden when they had got
rid of me. That would be interesting! . . . But now, just for a
little, I think I should try to sleep."